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To wrap shout thy queonly form
His Sismal bridal siround!

Thou art desd, my bright, my bosutifull
Art dead with all thy worth,

Asd beaven is robbing us of thee
Has pillaged the whois esrthl

For angels, fow n-*l with ue,
Are fowsr mow, I m; .

My soul seems liks & kingdom snok'd,
Despoiled of it2 fair queent’

Theu srt desd, my bright,my beautiful!
And with thes died the dremms

That drove the shislt ws from my ife
With thelr love-lighted beams!

Yet in my heart thy pictars hangs,

And bange wy wall,
!mz.xm,n\u
The bittar ear-drops fa'i

Thou sridesd, my hright, my beautiful!
Ewrth's brightoees all is fed,
Save when mew'ry wposks, ax now,
Iu the dear voloe that's dead —
In tomes that trom all efber tones
1o musie sioed sparl,
And est the joy-bells ringing ts
The bellry of my hanrt

Thou art desd, my bright, my beautifull
And though thy dreainless sieep

Be where monemeninl vhafts
Their warble vigils keop!

1 know thom art bevide me now,
I fenl thy prescnce bright,

Thy epirit-lips speak esomfort to
My stsicken soul to-night!

Thot art dead, my bright, my beautifull
And thiz eold, bitter night,

Winter with iey fingers weaves
A sheet of enow se white,

Andeasts it on thy sarthy bed,
Carelen tha: "nesth it lios

One ovee the glory of earth, and now
The glory of the skies)

MARIA SAXONBURY.

————

BY MRE. HENRY WOOD.

ATTHOR OF “‘gasr Lysee,” “vauwen's rarde,”
“SrRe nverRay,” “rus BanL's meins,"”
VigEN omANSTSGS, "a LIrs's
sronar,” &e,, &
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CHAPTER 1L

VERNBR EALY.

It wae the beight of the London season
—not now, but years ago—and adrawing
room, all sun, nod light, and Leat, lookea

out on & fash le square in o exceed-
ingly fashionable locality, At the ex-
tremes end ol the room, away from the

sLu's rays, & vot young sod exceedingly
lovely lady reclined in an chair; &
feverish filush was on her o , but
otherwise ber features were white as the
pillow on which they restad. The house
was the residence of Mr. Verver Eaby;
this lady was Lis wife, and she wis dying.
It was said of spinel complaint—of
general debility—of a sort of decline;
friends and doctors equally differed us to
the exact mulady. None hinted that care,
have soything to do with her sinking: yet
it is probable they had more, by iar, than
all the other ﬁfmu sscribed te hor
Bomewhat of remorse sy have been
added aleo. :
Ouce, when young, she was to
be married 1o a Mr. Mair. - She thought
she liked him; she did dike bim; but one,
higher iu the world'a fawor, came across

:ﬁlﬁﬂ-‘l‘.’ uﬁm tl’; L
song his ition

Imogewe's in the old positio
dazzied her judgment; and Maria Raby
would bave discarded Arthur Mair for
him. Her parents said no; common jus-
tice sald ng; but Mr. Verner exerted his

weza of persussion, and Maria yielded
to her own will, snd clandestinely Jeft Ler
father's house to become his wife. The
private- uni.a:; mml;lloudl bre .
marriage,” solemui nly; the
bridewroom took his toi’;‘- !!;mt with
ber fortune, and beoame Verner Raby.
Very,very soou was her illusion dissolved,
and ehe tound that she had thrown away
the substance to grasp the sbadow. Mr.
Raby speedily tired of his new toy, and
she Lpnd into & neglected, almost a de-
lu'hg wife. He lived nwﬂdhlila; d'unip.—
i is fortune, dissipating hers, tinging
:;‘chucur. wut.ingrl:iln tflenu. Mean-
while, the despiswd Arthur Mair, through
the umexpected death of 2 man younger
than bimeell, had rises to afluence aod
rank, sud was winoing his way w0

bad prob.

probation of good men. He
ably forgotten Marin Blﬂ It is cer-
taiu that Lis marrisge had speedily fol-

lowed upon bher own; perbape he wished
to prove Lo the world that her Inexcusable
conduct bad ioktdd irremediably upon
bim. Thus Raby hsd lived for
many years, bearing her wrongs in silence
and ing with Ler remorseful foeli

But neiure geve way &t Jast, and her
health left her a few mohths of resigned
suffering, and the grave drew very near.
She was conscious of it; more conscious
this afiernoon than she had yet been,
Her first child, & girl, had died stits birth;
seversl years dfterwanrds g boy was
Bhe was lviog now, eadly thinking of bim,
when her husband entered. Ie had come
home to dress for an early dinner engage-
ment.

“How hot you look " wasjliis remark,
his eve carelessly noting the unosual hee-
tic on ber cheeks, ;

“Things are troubling me,” she an

| swered, her bruthiuf

“{ 1« “Neonsense,

»"«ih

born. | be
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more labored (han
common. “Alfred, I want to talk to
TRl ok

Y ¢ haste, then,” he repl
tiently palling out his wucg.
not mueh timeto waste
“To wastel On his dying wife!

*Oh yes, you have if you like, Alfred
And, if not, you must make it.
engagemenis may give way 10 me o da;
for I'shiak it will be my |ast” =
Maria! You sre nervous.
Bhake it off What have you tosay?”’

“T thiok itwill be,"” she repeated. "At
any pate, Tt cen be but a question of &
few days now; s week or two st'the most.
Alfeed, do. you beiieve you could ever
break s oath?’

“Break an oath!” be echoed im eur.

"'_T:I?l are carcless as to keeping your
word; promises you forget as soon as
imposes & solemn oblis,

pﬂqbﬂlmutﬁ

i mast be biading on, the con-

R s |
U " e re
5 yourself it is not my iutention to

"D-”

“Nol #0,” she sadly uttered; *ihat
would be an obligation I have no right
lay upon you: my death will leave you

I want you to undertake to be &
good fatber to the child.”

“And you would im such obliga-
tion by oath™ eried Mr. Raby. “It is

n Of course I shall be

to him., hat i3 rumning in your

ead, Maria?—that 1 sball beat him, or

tarn bhim adrift® The boy shall go to
Eton, and theoee 0 eollege.”

She put eut her fevered hands, and
claiped bis, with the excitable, earnest
emotion of a dying apirit.

“0 Alfred! when vou are as near death
as 1 am, you will know that three ure
other und bigber interests than even the
better iuteresta of this world. 1f the
knowledge never comes to you before, it
will 190 surely come then, It is for those
I wish you to train him.”

“My desr,” he rejoined, the mocking
tone retarniug to his'voiee, and this time
it 'was not disgaised, *1 will engrge » cu-
ratent & yearly stipend, and Lie shall cram
Raby with religion."

A cloud of pain pessed acress her brow;
then she lonked pleadingly up again to
urge her wiah, .
“There is no earthly interest can be
compared with shat: we live here fora
moment, in eternity forever. 1 wantyon
to undertzke that he shail be trained jor

"
“S0 far as my will is , he is wel-
come to grow up an angel,” observed Mr.
ut as to_taking an oath that
you must excose me. We will

ied, impa-
“1 have

Haby;
he !{ngl.
leave the topie; it i one that we shall do
uo good at together. The boy will do well
enough; what is there to hinder t? And
do you pet out of this desponding fit,
Maria, and let me find yoa bemter when
I'come bome to night,"”

“Btay!" ehe improm!. “T Yie here glone
with all mvy pain and trouble; and wild
thoughts intrude themeslves into my

momething like they, e lo us in
& dream. It was & wild tﬁd ght—an im-
probable one—to you of an aath; perhaps
1 was a wrong one. Will vou pass yoar
word to me, Alfred, that ﬁnby shall be
reared to good, not 1w evil? And you
eurely will bold good your werd to the
dying!”
“] promiee you that the best shall be
done for the boy in ail ways, Maria,so
fur ns 1 can doit™
He turned impatiently as he spoke,
and left the room. She did not call again.
And just thes her little boy peeped in
He bad been christened Raby.
“Yoa may come, dear.”
Raby Verner, a child of seven, who
kad inherited his mother's beauty, drew

& leron tiptoe He was too in-
telligent for bis years, too sensilive, too
thomphiful. Hie large and brilliant brown
eyes were raiscd to hers with a sweet,
expression of jequiry. Then the long,
dark evelashes fcll over them, snd nlfc
Iwid his head on her bosom, and threw
up hir arms lovingly (o clasp her neck.
“Raby, I was just thinking of you, [
must tell you something,”
As Lie bad o dread presentiment of what
was coming, he did not speak, but bent
Lie face where she could not see it, and
slightly shivered.
“Haby, darling, do you know that ]
am going to leave you—thst [ am going
to hesven?’
The chiid bad known it some time, for
he had been alive to the gossipping of the
servania, bat, true o hisshy aud sensitive
unture, be had buried the knowledge and
the misery within his poor little hewrt —
True 10 it now, he would vot give vent W
15 emotions, but his mother felt that he
shivered from hend to foot, as bis elnsp

ughtesed opon ber.,
“I read a preity book, Raby, once, Tt
told of of the of some people, far, far

away from our own land, who believe that
‘when they die—if they diein God's love—
they mre permitted to become ministering
spirits to those whom they leave here; to
hover invisibly round them, and direct
their thonghts and steps away from barm.
My , how 1 sbould really like o
find this to be really the case! 1 would
mﬁe n::i:nw%:d over you."

i could no longer be suppressed,
though be strove for iwstill, They broke
out into & wail.

“Raby, dear, you have heard that this
is & world of care. All people find it so:
though some more than others. When it
shall fall upon you hereafter—as it is sure
o do—remember that God sends it only
to fit you for a better land.”

What more she would bave eaid is un-
certain. Probably much, The child was
not like & child of seven; he was more like
one of fourteen, and he understood well,
It was Mr. Raby who interrupted them.

*‘Raby! erying, sirl What for? Has
your mamma been talking gloomy stufl to
yoa, or saying that she fears ahe is worze?

L is not true, boy, either of it. Dry up
that fice of yours. Maria, you are not
worse: if you were, I should see it, Run
away into the nursery, sir.” .

The boy drew away choking, and Mr.
Raby continued—

“It is mot judicious of you, Maria, to
alarm the boy. I cannot think what bas
t these ideas into your head. He will
in tears for the rest of the day.”

“He iz 80 sensitive,” she whis
“Alfred, something scems to tell me he
will be destined to sorrow. It is an im-
pression | have always felt, but never so
forcibly as now. Shield him from it wher~
ever you can. Oh that T could take hith
with mel”

Mr, Raby. “Destined to sorrow, indeed!
Is there nothing else you fincy him des-
tined 10?7  Wheace draw you your dedue~
ton?
“Idonotknow. Bula timfd, sensitive,
refined nature, such as his, with its npu-~
sunl gift of genius, is generally destined
1o wgn ‘the world
fate. It may be deep sorrow, or it may
be sn early death.”
“All mothiers think their child a
viug" fterruptad Mr. Raby, in his =

ing tone.

“Well, if be' lives, time will
panted. "I fear you will ind my words
true. . When the mind is about-to gepa-
rate from the body, I believe it seés with
unusual clear at it can sometimes

ve,” she

propbeay,”

O Men. Verner Haby died, Wi To dds
JMra, Verner i . in
- uilin mw-h’u':hl aﬁf‘"‘h
. A shy, proud young man: st
least, his reserved manners and his refined
appearance gave & stranger the ides that
he was . He kept one term at Ox-~
ford, and had retu mm! to keep another,
when a telegraphic despateh summoned
him to London Mr. Verner Raby had
died & sadden desth.

When Raby went back to Oxford, it was
onl{to take his name off the college booka,
for hie father had eaten up all be possess-
ed, bad died in debt, and Raby must no
longer be a gentleman. A restior, the
French would say, which is a much more
suitable term: we have no word that an-~
swers io #t. Mr. Raby, after the death of
his wife, had plunged into worse expense
than before; he had lived a life of bound-
less extravagance, and his afairs proved
to be in a sad state, He had affi Ra-
by & home he had educated him in ac-
cordance witn his presumed rauk; but he
bad done no more. He had given bim
vo prolession; be had squandered bis mo=
ther's mouey, as well as his own; he had
bequeathed him no means to live, oraven
to complete his education; be lefl him to
struggle with the world as he best conld.
And that was bow Le folfilled s prom~
iwe to h}itl.dmd wifel : £
Yex; Raby must struggle now with the
world—fight with it for & Yviug. How
poseutand geains, wol b undoubiogiy did

enius, gnd he andoubt
—a geniug for 'Paintiu&. He had foud
the art allbis life, but Lis father had been
mgainst his pursuing it, even ag av same-
teur—aad obstinately set his face and In-
terposed his velo nel it Raby deter-
mined to tarn 10 it with a will now,

CHAPTER 1L

DREAME OF FAME

A gentleman stood one morning in the
etudio of a for-fanied painter, the t Co-
ram, as the world called him. he visit-
or was Sir Arthur Suxonbary, one of these
warm patrone of art all too few in Eog-
land. Rich, liberal, and entbusinstic, his

name was & welcome sound, not cnly to
lae 1, but to the sruggling artist. .
The Pinter was out; but, in 8 second room

seated before an easel, underncath the
softened light of the green blind, was
a young man, working assiduously. Sir
Arthur took Jittle notice of him at firsi;
hie supposed him to be an hamble assist~
unt, or color-mixer of Lhe greatman's; bui,
npon drawing nearer, he was struck with
the exceeding and rare beanty of the face
that was raised to look st him. Baut for
the remarkable intellect of the higﬁl, broad
brow, and the fashing light of the lumi-
nous eye, the face, in ita eweet and delioate
symmetry, in its transparency of complex-
ion, might have been taken for & woman's.
Sir Arthur, a passionate admirer of beau-
ty, wherever hesaw it, forgot the pictures
of still life around him, and gazed at the
living one: gazed until he beard the pain-
ter enter.

“Who 1 that in the other room?" in~
quired Sir Arthur, when their greetings
were over. :

“Ah, poor fellow, his is & sad history,
A very common one, though. When did
you return to England, Bir Arthur™
“Butlast week, "Lady SBaxonbury is tired
of Fraunce and Germany, aud her health
seems Lo get no better. 1 must look at
your new works, Coram; | suppose you
you bave mauy to show me, finished or
unfinished "

“Ay. It must be three years since you
were here, Sir Arthur,”

“Nearly."”

They proceeded ronnd the rooms, when
Sir Arthur's eye ooce more fell on the
young man. .

“H‘n has genius, that young fellow, has
be vot™ e whispered.

“Very great gesius,”

“I could bave told it,"” returned Sir Ar-
thar. “What a eountenance it isl Trans-
ferred Lo cauvas, its Leauty alone would
make the painter immortal, His face
seems strangely familiar to me. Where

I bave seen it?’
Qﬁlr. Corum bad hie eyes bent closely to
one of his paintings He saw n speck on
it which had no business there.- The bar-
onet's remark remsined unanswered.

“1 presume heis an aspirant for fame,”
continued Sir Arthur.  “Will be get on?

“No,” said My, Coram. -

Bir Arthur Saxonbury looked surprised,

*Itisthe old tale,” rrooeeded the paint~
er. “Poverty, friendlessness, and over-
whelming talent.”

“Talent has struggled through moun-
tains before mow, Coram,’’ siguificantly
observed the baronet

“Yes. Bat Raby'a enm}; Hea Aere,"
touching his own breast.  *‘He isioclined
to consumption, and these ultra-refined
nutures cannot battle againet bodily wenk-
ness. Hie sensitiveness is something mar-
vellous. A rode blow to his feelings would
do for him.”

Sir Arthur had looked up at the' sonnd
of the pame. “What did you call him?
Raby?”’ v

"%lb} Verner Raby is his name. The
son of spendthrift Vernerand Maria Raby
the heiress."”

Raby Verper Raby! Middlesged
thoogh he was, years though it was ago,
now, since his dream of love with Maria
Raby had come to an abrupt ending,
Bir Arthur Saxonbury, once Arthur Mair,

itively felt his cheeks blush through

is gray whiskers. He glanced eagerly

at Raby's face, and memory carned him

back to its spring-time, for those were

her very eyes, with their sweet melan-

cholly expression, and those were her
chiui’led features,

“I saw Verner Raby's death in the pa-

"You are growing fanclipl,” answered

pers,” said Bir Arthur, rousing Limself,
“two—three vears ago, it seema to me,

Yooka u pon as adverss

read the future, almost with s spiril of | sca

“T am not given to metaphisics, Maria,” | by
remarked Mr. Raby, ashe aggin escaped
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What is the son dolngbere?”
"'Blb‘ﬁ left mo bebind him but
debts. The son sold off allsnd paid them,
leaving lrimself, "k bislieve, mbout half suf-
ficient for the bare aries of life. So
be turned té what heToved best, painting,
and bas been wor! hard ever since.
He urneu to make & good thing of it.
Llethim come hg@c.so copy, for he hna
no convepiences at his lodzings! Poor
fellow! mﬂﬁhua& beeu & painter
of coach panela’’ '
Why de you esy that, Coram?”’
A man whose goes no higher
bear ruba and
a't. “And Raby is 80 san-
Thinks ‘hl'aﬁoiug to be & seon
e is great in land-

crosses. We
guine!

ond Cln"m!e Lam‘ing,r

3

At that moment were interrnpted

¥, ca the room in

: h of i ted in his work,
aod Sir Arthar #aw that the
3 Kitmmlhu wAddle hei d
slender, his long arms and l:gl htglk?d.i:o

long for his body, He stooped in the
shoulders, he had & sensitive look of
pbysical weakness, and his gait was un-
certain and timid, - Coram laid bhis hand
ou "his shoulder.

“This i8 Sir' Arthur Suoubtrrr, of
-}iu:l;m you have heard so much,” ‘he
said.
Raby was uanuaintd with the epi~
sode in bie mother's early life, therefore
the flosh that rose to, and dyed hLis face,
wascaused ouly by the greeting of a stran-
ger; with these semsitive natures, it is
sure to do so, whether they be man or
woman. The bright color only served to
render him more like Maria v, and
Sir Arthur, in .:Ipiu of the sore ‘ﬂlag
her treatment had left, felt his heart warm
to her son. A wish half eroesed his mind
lt:]:!t that that ;Ion was hie—his leir; he

no son, only daughters, Raby was
astonished nt the warmth of his gre';ung.
Sir Arthur clasped and held Lis hand; he
turned with him to inspect the painting
he was engnged on.  Jtwas a-ﬁ&u&d
hndmp:l. bec_.rsyi;f grai:' imaginative

wer and genius; but genius, as yet, ont

E:lfeummed. A X 4

“You hate Iaur work cut out for you,”
observed Sir Arthur, who was an excel-
ml‘. jodge of arty and its indispensable

“L know it Siz Arthur, I bt to
have begun ibe study carlier; bat during
my father's lifetime the opportunity was
not afforded me. It is all I have to de-
pend on pow, with him died my
wealth and my prospecta.” »

“He¢ had great wealfh once. How
could be have beenso reprehensible ss
to dissipate it all, knowing there was one
;qme after him?’ involuntarily spoke

ir ur.

“These are thoughts that I avoid,” re
plied Raby. “He was my father.” .

“Do rch remember much of your

mother?”

_*1 remember ber very well indeed. She
died when 1 was seven.yesrs old. All
the good thavis in me I owe to her. I
forgotten her early lessons or

hav er ;
T P R oo

in my dreams,”
| “It was a face that the world does not
sce too often,” said Sir Arthar, whose
thouphis were buried in the past. *“Your
own 15 like it," headded, rousing himself,
“Did you kuow my mother, Sir Ar-
thur?
“‘Onece: when she was Miss Raby," an-
swered the baronet, in an indiferent tone,
as be torned again to the inting.
“Where do you live?' he unddenr;ulre 5
#1 give my addaess here,” answered
the young man. “Mr. Coram allows me
to do so: though indeed it is never asked
for. 1 haveonly a room in an obscure
;:igb borhood. I cannotafford anything
tter,”
Sir Arthur Saxonbury smiled. “You
are not like most people,” he said: “they
generally strive to hide their fallen for-
tunes; you make no secret of yours"
Baby shook his bead, sad s strangely
inful flush rose to his fi 1ls povers
v was a sore point with him, theseose of
disgrace it brought esting into Kis very
heartsirin, "
Y My fullen fortunes have been a world's
talk,” he answered. could not keep
them secret if I wonld,"

‘‘Have iau retained your former
friends?’ asked Sir Arthun
“Not one. Perhape it is, in some des
gree, my own fault, for my entire time is
given to painting.  Few would care 1o
know or resognize me now: Raby Verner
Raby, the son and heir of the rich and
luxurious Verner Raby, who made some
naise in the London world, and Raby, the

r art-student, are two people. None
ave sought me since the chas Not
one hias addressed me with the kindness
nll:d agmputby that yoa bave now, Sir Ar-
thur.'

*1 shall see you again,” remarked Sir
Arthur, 88 be shook bim by the band, and
turned away to the great artist and his
paintings.

In the evening, Raby turned to his
home—if the gurret bie occupied could be
called euch. Caram had spokeu accurate-
ly: not half sufficient for what would gen~
erally be called the bare nmriuorﬁfe,
remaioed from the wreck of his father's
property. But it was made to suffice for
his wante. It would seem that surely his
clothes must take it all, and nonc could
conjecture how he contrived to eke it ocut.
He was often cold, oftea huogry, nlwags
weary; yet his hopeful spirit bonyed him
up, aud pictured visions of future great-
ness, ¢ uever fur one moment donbted
that he was destined to become a world's
fame; those who possess true genius are
invariably conscious of it in their inmost
beart: and he would repeat over and over
again to himself the words he felt must
some time be applied to him—"The great
painter—the painter Raby.”

He sat down thas evening to his dinners
supper of bread and chesse, It tasted less
dry than usnal, for bis thoughts were ab-
sorbed by the chiel event of the day, the
meeting Sir Arthur Saxoubury. € al-
tributed, in his unconscionsness, the inter-
st which Sir Arthgr had betrayed in him,
to admiration of his genius: he knew how
warm a sapporter of rising artists Sir Ar-
thur was, aud he deemed the introduction
the very happiest circumstance that could
have befallen him, Could bhe but have
foreseen what that introduction was to
bring forthl

{Continued noxt woek.]

Women clients are unhealthy for San

Francisco lawyers. The 1ast one shot was
named Cobb, Her name is Smyth.
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THE KINGS PIOTURE.

The King from tho couneil chambor
Cume woary and sore of heart;
He called for Hiff, the painter,
And spake to him apart.
am siek of faces ignoble,
UHypoorites, cowards and knaves |
I whall shrink to their shronken m
Chief slaves in a realm of slaves !

“Paint me a true man’s pictare,
UGracious, and wise and good;

Dowerad with the strength of heroes,
And the besnty of wumanhood,

Itshall hang in my inmost chamber,
That thither, when L retire,

It may fill my soul with ita E‘ndmr,
And wann it with sagred fire."

Bo Uhie artist painted the pictare,
ad Rang J¢ 1 the puiles Rall,
Wever a thing so goudly
1ad miﬁmﬂ the stately wall.
" Tbe King, with head uncovered,
"I‘S.fwc it with mapt Mi;ht;“l
£ uly wore sirange ; 0
owitie-d iy fign elght. _f’__

For the form was hixsupplest courtier's,
Perfect in overy limb,

Bul the bearing was that of the henchman
Who filled the flagons for him;

The brow was a priest’s who pondered
Hin parchments onrly and Inte;

The eyo was s wandering minstrel'y
Who sang at the palace gate

The ‘lir. half sod and balf mirthfal,
With a flittingf tremulous grace,
Were tha'very lips of & woman
Ho hate Issed in the markot-place;
But the smle which the ourves tran
* As » rose with a shimmer of dew,
Was the smile of the wife who loyed him,
Queen Ethelyn, good and true,

Then, ““Learn , 0 King," said the argist,
““This truth thst the picture tellsg—
How, in every form of buman,
Bome hint of the highest dwells;
How each living temple,
'ﬂ- form of the C::.d thin
emay gathor, by utiful glim,
Thro* Ehl placo whore the vail mln."

Written for The Hartford Horald.
MRS. BARTELMASSY’S STORY.

——a —

BY QUITE.

Once upon o time, and that time lesa
than a year ngo, I was sitting at a dreary
railway junction for the L. train. Waits
ing is at all lires wearisome enough, but
doubly so when stopping at a third-rate
railroad hotel. Under such circomstances
an obliging landlady acd two or three
ing :E.il&na are a godsend. I had
th, snd to make my oup full and rap-
ning over, Mra. y thrown in,
ﬁu Bartelmassy was & preity, plam
little woman, with round blue eyes
brown wavy 'hai__r,_ nurlnE the forties, '1
ehould guess; a traveler like mysel, We
miet ae strangers do in railroad travel; met
and parted, and may pever meet again,
but .E: helped me to while away the te-
dium of a lonely hour at a lonely inn.
But, reader, I wara you, if you ase im-
jeqt, or in & hurry, don't wait to read
:u. Bartelmassy's story. I sball give
it in'herown words as nearly as
pting aad
nd flow
of her conversation by catching her breath,
and lingering lovingly over her “ands’
and *“buta.” In fact, she would go off
into & sort of—well, Aaze, I suppose,
would what I mean, wherein 1
imagined she would see visions and dresm
dreams,; looking straight before her, un-
conscious for the moment of who was
t or what ene had been eaying, then
,'nin.glh with a catch of her
breath, whieh, kind reader, you may nev-
er enjoy unless you could hear Mre,
telmaasy tell her own story.
I shall give it in her own words, but
remember she is only a~—woman,
Mr. Will Firkin says, “Just let a lot of
women get together, and they'll all get to
langhing and all talking at once, and no
two of liem talking about the same thing,
and that night every one of them will have
to tell everything shesaid, and everytiing
all the reet aaid, over to her hu L
Don't I feel like getting behind Mr. Fir-
kin aud lifting him up by the ears, and
shaking Lim out of his boots for such a
slander on the sex? Yes, Idol [didn't
talk—no I didn't—only just to ask Mrs,
Bartel what dog bit her, snd how
it happeoed, and when. And I dida't tell
my husband sbout it thatnight, either,—
for he heard iv sl himgell. I'm giad he
did, because he hurries me up sometimes
when I try to make mysell entertaining by
repeating for his benefit somethivg I've
heard, read, or ecen, He eays, “A wo-
man can't tell a thing straight along
through, and guil, to save her hife; but
must tell all about everything and every-
body bLer story briogs up.” I'd like o
shake bhim, too, if 1 dared. But let pa~
tiecuce have her rc.rfm work; there's a
hereafter. I'm glad he heard Mrs, Bar-
telinassy, though, if there is.
1 was patting & fiue setter of my hus~
band's at the door of that dreary hotel,
when Mra. Bartelmassy came in. I bave
a weakness for dogs, out of doors, and
“old Minx” had taken mavy a trip with

“‘ -
“You must like dogs,” said Mrs, Bar-
telmasay.
“Yes, I have n weakness for dogs, es-
ially this one, eheis so near human,”
answered, bowing courteously. .
“Lord! I hate dogsl I reckon I always will
hate "em. Yes, always, I reckon. you
see that hand? Look at that scar! Right
in the palm—clean through, too, Well, a
dog bit me once right through that hand.
And I've bated dogs ever since. Let me
see, that was two years after [ was mar-
ried. Mother dido't wan't me to marry.
She said 1 was too young, and she be-
lieved I could do better than o marry
Billy Bartelmnesy, anyhow, if I'd wait
But, sakes a alivel you needn't talk ton
irl about waiting, when she once sets l‘:er
ead to marry. You'd just as well sing
psalms to a dead donkey, as pa says,
“80, we married and went to bouse-
keeping, in a real pleasant neighborhood
down on Sandy Bun, Yes, it was real
easant. There -m!u S;;m White'}g !:dm_i-
, mighty nice people they were, lived in
a{iout ﬁuﬂ' - rni.]epof u;.T Susan, their
oldest daughter, was cm-e{ed,_ but she
dide't mean a bit of harm by it. And
Ben, their-ah second son, was the most
unaccouuntable liar, Mr. Bartelmasay used
to say, be ever did hear talk; but he was
mighty polite to me, Ben was, and oue of
the best talkers 1 ever listened to; real
entertainin’, They were a real nice fum-

ily.

"'And-uh Mr. Perking' family lived just
about tialf & mile ou the other side of us.
They were of good family, old Virginia
stock. They were from Culpepper coun~

t;;c the place, When anybody W come,

i | sy pinned o
o

ty. The old man was close—well, real
fingy, 1 reckon, from all the neighbors
told me. He'd buy sugar and coffee by
the dollar's worth, and-ah they'd
;:d sead and borrow

rrow Maything sand everything-ali—a
cup of hplmhd" oe?e, %r 8 teacup of su~
4 Bar, or halt'a pound of butter, a spoonial

of soda, or & few slices of hamauh. It
was something or other 'most every day.
They were mighty nice pevple, Lut, sakes
slivelthey just borrowed my life out of
me! Bometimes they'd untibluk short
measure, and-ah sometimes none at oJl.”
Holdmf up her left hand—"But that
scar! Ill wear it to my dyin' day'”
“Did you say & dog bit you?! Was it
ong of your own?”’ I asked,

“Was it our dog that bit me? -Laws,
vo! Qur dogs mever thought of biti
anybody. Both of 'em was quiet a
peaceable dogs as ever was. ‘Oid Wateh'
would bark and tomp around like he'd

ame him, aod he

|

out |
froms me. They'd |
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“Allaboard™ Tootl tooot! The brake
man's wheel clicked sharply wnder his
sudden wrench. wnd away we went, boping
that in some better world we may hear the
conclusion of Mrs Burtelmasay's story.
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Dotrolt Free Press. -
She is a little bit of & woman, all pa-
tl_un snd sunshine, and I'd spoil the bast
vilk hat could buy for the privilege
of lending her my umbrella in & rain.
She's married, and she's got an old rhi-
noceros of & h e makes it &
practice to come bome tight at 11 o'clock
every other'night, and kaa for foar years,
and be can’t remember e ever

or 'd off lie
down quiet as a lamb, AS 'Gin.Pt'liam
never wis a hﬂlll Or amarter ‘&“
‘Gin'. Just say, ‘Chickess, G and
she'd have the lust one out of the

before she quit. She wonldn't let » pig
come nigh the yard. Andah sbe'd no
maore pretend to make atrack on my )
floor than you would. She know'd jest
as well when it rained, or was muddy,
that she mustn’t come in, a8 & twelve
year old child would a-koow'd. She had
& litter of puppies, once, apd-ah T gave
them all away but one. That one lﬂ'd
bring in the kitchen every time she'd get
the chance, and-ah lay it in & warm cor~
ner by the cooking stove. 1 gotah so

it clear out of the kitchen. ‘Gin' looked
at me, the moat grieved, look!
—1L nevar will forget that look!—then
walked out, and-ah took up her puppy ia
her mouth and carried it of up to sister
Matt's and left it.  She'd go up thers ov=

day and suckle it, but she never wonld
bring it back homel
Bartelmassy ht me home & new tea-
board. - After I'd looked at and admired
it, 1 leant it up agwinst the table until I'd
get up. ‘Gin' soon spied it; and-ah in it
shesaw herself reflected. - She bristledup
and commeneed ing snd frisking

lrb;nd the t hoass, then-ah eom:oud i;
nt again, then brisile up, an grow
aod soarl, and seap,at tk‘: mlllu.
teaboard uotil I thought I sh die a
Jaughing! T never saw l.ﬁ:‘lﬂmﬂ
didoes in my life. [ laughed as bezshines
until I took a pain in my side, from which
0 S e R
come m near dying, you
mp by, T hud T s w4
is one livi o
Willic, and tell hnn’!‘m pame like & mas
when she asks you.
S S et e
ma!" was e youn
and he walked oﬂ,!::m‘:hing his apF:L'f'-
I ventured to:;hmln Bartelmae
id ‘Gin“bite youte- H . Lo
“Laws, nol ‘G’ uur_kﬂ nnybo:ﬂ
It was ‘Old Bulger,’ 'Squire Neely’s dog.

kind of neighbors, used to go over
there t often; jest get on my horse and
ride right over any time when Mr. Bartels
massy was busy, for I'd get lonesome asa
settin’ turkey, sometimes, Mrs, Neely
was mighty kind to me; a real mother.—
If they killed hogs first, she was sure to
send me & spare nib or two, and some of
her esusage and souce And when she
mude ber mincemeat, she always sent me
some. Aundah they never a cap of
honey without undinw & plateful of
the nicest. I reckon never was a
better neighbor in the world than M.
Neely." =2
“How did 'Squire Neely's dog happen
to bite you?" 1 asked.

“How did the dog happen to bite me?
Yesah, I nuunt teliyonl at. Well, yon
see, I'd got Mr, Bartelmassy to
Jerry for me before he went to his wark.
He was laying by hia corn, I remember,
and was mighty busy trying o get it laid
by hetbnos:‘- barvest comeon. When-ah
1 started, Mr. Bartelmasay w0 me,
says he: ‘Jenny, don't you 1-:'@&:. bite
you. Don't you get off your horse till

ou hail some of the family, and know
f;e'n tied.” When1 got there, they were
all sitting out in the < -ah they
bad company, 1 1 see. Jobu aod
Betty were down st one end of the porch,
with Dora Green and-ah Rilla Ashley
aud Tom Smith. Mrs. Neely was settin
nearly at the other end of the porch, and
she was sewing. And-ab just about mid-
dle waya of the porch, 'Squire Neely and
Mr. Peters was seitin’ at a table in'
cards. The of
cards and we

uice was mighty
ways had to have s game

ov time 1 went over. A ni bo
co:: out to hitech my horse, ﬁ-&h y
asked him about 'Old B . He said

he believed he'd gone to the field with
Sam; he hadu't seen him for some time
1 looked arcund, and-ah didn't see any-
thing of him until I'd got about five steps
inside the gate, aud there he was, comin'
right at me, with all hisbristles up, grow~
lin' aud snappin’ his great big white teeth!
I tried to fight him off from me with my
parasol, but, laws-a~mercy! he just tore
tbat all to pieces. It was a beautiful par-
asol,—blue silk lined with white, 1 was
scared to death! Poor Mrs Neely was,
too. The'Squire said afterwards hedidn't
know which screamed the the loudest,
me, or Mrs. Neely, or the three girla —
And my riding habit was torn off me, al-
most, before the 'Squire or John could
get to mé¢, and-ah” _

“Train coming, did you ssy, sir? Why,
law me! Mra. 3, is it your train? . Dont
forget your et, and your shawll Have
you got your umberella and your box of
flowers?  Well, good-bye, Mra. Q, and a
safe joumey to you."

“(iood-bye, Mrs. Bartelmassy. I'mglad
that dog didn't bite you."

“Didn't bite me! “Why, Inw~snkes! jest
look st that band! Why, he jest fastened
them great big white teeth of his'n right
through there and clinched 'em, before
'Squire Neely or John could get to me,
aod it was two days before 1 could be ta-
ken home. Mr. vimassy was sure
I'd bave hydrophoby. He swore he'd kil
that dog. and ook his gun and went up
there, Brother John went with Lim,
and-ab”

mad at her for it, one day, that 1 kicked |,

And-ah oneday Mr. subjec

o
around, trying to make friends with th
Minﬁ% Then she'd run be- | cloak, snd be

aod then wish she

.. by e
e B theem waty £l ‘iely” bached

dinner as if he ::rm

He come home tight at supper
htih':i‘-’mm Bhe remarks

itis mp“r_v.m
lwﬁ:.touurl ,and w-uh
o g o
is on in
:;% d“:-n he strikes &:‘ﬁw lih'l’h'ﬁll
foe?™

jaw that chair 'w?
n

¥

She repl

They do not keep a servant, and when

A great big, savage, yaller, brindle dv.q, T b t of

that everybody was afeard of I don't : Ravee-& .

:now what in d::r w;;l;i’ alwudmnde ;t;:. ﬁ:‘::s llu'ni:i; down in & chair opposite
eep such a ived jest about itk

l.wopmilu from our house, and-ah were M ":‘&‘:-";l:“m‘hm'“ "mv‘h“:., b

real nice, clever people, and-ah the best ark thet, old

No, she didn't resort to any such base

and iyrannical measures. When daylight
comes, sheslips out of bed, makes two fires,

warms his socks, and then, bending over
him, she whispers:

”‘FE-' darling, and greet the festive
morn

over his pillow twentytwo times, keap &

wet cloth on his head,

i

him some soup:
When he gets into
and comes home with
and hia nose pointed to
inquires how the horse
IIII with him, and she sa
;ot u“‘!'hcuql:u
as an excuse for

never admity that soy one but
t0 blame about snything. Lf-

:

E’J

E

IEEE?

—I hope she will alip nto
never be asked a question.
A remarkable story
thy, which saggests the
eyl
man, making &
him some and
monkey. I!llo was ‘;nr o
M. [ 141 hﬂw [ Y m
The monkey wilnc-dpd:‘-, whole affsir
from & sod s soon as the villaing
bad departed he went to the nearest poli
officer’s siution, attracted his
his sighs and
to the grave
abled the officer to recover the stoles prop=
erty from the where it had been
and went 10 the bazar and
icked out the murderers one one,
Eolding.&en by the
The ve confessed
held for trial.

“Do you make any reduction o & mine
ister?’ said & young woman at Boston, last
week, t0 8 salesman with whom she was
talking sbout buying s sewipg machine.
“Always; are you & Il::l&r’l wil'o:‘ “0,
no; I'm not married,” Ch&l_’- lush-
ing. “Daughter, thea?' “No." The
an looked puzzled “I'm engaged
to a theological student,” said she. The
reduction was made,
Mrs. Brown’s preity Irish
married the other day. “I
are going to Australia with
Kitty," said her misivess, *“Are you not

afraid of such a long dan vo"r?"
“Well, ma'am, that is Lis iooh out. 1 be-
long to him now, sud if anything lnpp:u
10 me, sure it'll be his loss, pot mine,

An ignorant housemaid, who had to call
a gentleman 1o dinner, found him enguged
in using & tooth-brush. "Well, is e com-
ing?" said the lady of the house, when the
servant returned. “Yes, nn'am, dinetll.
uuhthe reply; “he's jist sharpening his
teeth.

J
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waitress got
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An Illinoisan who jocularly applied his
tongue 1o an iron fence is waiting for the
{4
spriong thaw.
e - ——

Dagk.—A nigger in = cosl mine,

-

oo fes “It's the ear- .
s o T A

of tea.
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